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Their conversations turned on the people of Chavi-
gnolles or on "the dear departed/' who had been an
usher at Livarot.

Then she inquired about Bouvard's past, curious to
know something of his "youthful freaks," the way
in which he had fallen heir to his fortune, and the
interests by which he was bound to Pecuchet

He admired the appearance of her house, and when
he came to dinner there was struck by the neatness
with which it was served and the excellent fare
placed on the table. A succession of dishes of the
most savoury description, which intermingled at reg-
ular intervals with a bottle of old Pomard, brought
them to the dessert, at which they remained a long
time sipping their coffee; and, with dilating nostrils,
Madame Bordin dipped into her saucer her thick lip,
lightly shaded with a black down.

One day she appeared in a low dress. Her shoul-
ders fascinated Bouvard. As he sat in a little chair
before her, he began to pass his hands along her
arms. The widow seemed offended. He did not
repeat this attention, but he pictured to himself those
ample curves, so marvellously smooth and fine.

Any evening when he felt dissatisfied with Melie's
cooking, it gave him pleasure to enter Madame Bor-
din's drawing-room. It was there he should have lived.

The globe of the lamp, covered with a red shade,
shed a tranquil light She was seated close to the
fire, and his foot touched the hem of her skirt.

After a few opening words the conversation flagged.

However, she kept gazing at him, with half-closed
lids, in a languid fashion, but unbending withal.

Bouvard could not stand it any longer, and, sink-
ing on his knees to the floor, he stammered: